CHAPTER  ELEVEN
Britain Strikes Back

1798

" I trust my name will stand on record when the money-
makers will be forgot."                                      Nelson.

" Britannia needs no bulwarks,
No towers along the steep ;
Her march is o'er the mountain waves :
Her home is on the deep."                Campbell.

ON Thursday, April 12th, 1798, Parson Woodforde dined on a
neck of pork roasted. " By the public papers/' he noted, " every-
thing appears most alarming not only respecting Great Britain but
every state in Europe and beyond it. O Tempera O Mores! " Eng-
land was expecting invasion, Ireland on the verge of rebellion and
the Continent lost. With Austria's surrender the last barriers to
French aggression had gone. In February, in flagrant defiance of
their own promises, the French marched into Rome, emptied the
Papal treasury and sacked the city* In March, on a trumped-up
pretext, they invaded Switzerland, seized sixteen million gold
francs, annexed Geneva and Mulhausen and proclaimed an " in-
divisible " Helvetic Republic. Here as in Italy their liberating
march was marked by demolished houses, profaned churches, out-
rage, hatred and fear.1

Yet running through all this cruelty and destruction was a thread
of policy. The Republic was refilling its coffers before its next
pounce. And it was doing so at the instance of General Bonaparte,
It was one of his confidential officers, Commandant Berthier, who
robbed the Pope. " In sending me to Rome," he wrote, " you
appoint me Treasurer to the English expedition: I will endeavour
to fill the chest."

But it was no longer a direct leap at the throat of England nor

1 See Wynne Diaries, II, 313, 217.
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